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Chapter One

 


Present:
December 22

Mable

 


 


Mable Evans
leaned against the chain link fencing and swiped at a tear. This
would likely be the last time she would witness the Goat Squad in
action. Sure, she’d lamented over the years when an errant goat had
broken free from the temporary fencing and eaten her flowers or
pooped where it shouldn’t. It was habitual to complain about the
incessant bleating, but she would miss having the four-legged crew
arrive each year to clear the brush on the outer property of the
Snowy Plover Inn, as required fire prevention. What a strange thing to take for granted.

She glanced behind her and
inspected the inn with a critical eye. From this vantage point, it
looked amazing. Straight out of a storybook. Mable knew better,
though. The old whitewashed wood siding was turning to powder and
was overdue for replacement, or at least a fresh coat of paint. The
original plank floors, though charming, needed regular sanding and
polishing. Windows needed washing, and the décor … The tasks were
never ending, and it was time to let it go before it was too
late.

The inn had been a blessing
to Mable and Kevin and they had given it their literal blood,
sweat, and tears. However, if a buyer didn’t come through with a
decent offer, they would have to shutter it and walk away. Then it
would surely turn to dust. The minute a coastal building was
abandoned, it aged so rapidly you could almost witness it
happening. Paint peeling, wood rotting, unexplained tiles cracking,
the years piling on like some sped-up movie, or the before and
after photos of a lady using a wrinkle cream promising a return to
youth. The inn being the before shot, of course.

“Amelia, will you
be okay without us?” Mable asked the resident spirit. “Someone will
live here soon. I’m sure of it.” She felt a slight breeze and
watched the leaves flutter on the trees nearest her.

“Talking to
ghosts again?” Kevin inquired as he came up behind his wife and put
an arm around her shoulder. Mable knew Kevin didn’t share her
trepidation of leaving the inn. His overriding emotion was
excitement for the plans they’d made. He hoped to find a buyer, but
would not let the lack of one derail new opportunities.

“Nope, just
Amelia. I’m worried she’ll be lonely with only the inn to keep her
company.”

Kevin smiled. “She’ll be
fine.”

Mable knew Kevin was not a
believer in spirits, except for the Holy Spirit and he didn’t think
Amelia qualified as that.

Mable booked guests to stay
through Christmas. After that, potential guests who called would
hear the following message:

“We regret to
inform you that The Snowy Plover Inn is temporarily closing as of
December 26th and will no longer be accepting new reservations. If
you have booked for future dates, please check back after the new
year. When a suitable new owner takes over operations, we will
provide your contact information so they may reach out to you. You
can also check our website for any updates. It has been our
pleasure to serve you all these years, and we thank you for your
loyalty.”

I probably
should leave off that last part. No one ever updates the
website.

 


* * *

 


From the inn’s kitchen
window, Mable watched her friend, Marjory, walk up the wide front
steps. She wore her signature attire, a flowy tunic with a pair of
black leggings and high boots. Her dark hair was in a long braid.
She clutched the tin ‘For Sale’ sign she’d fetched from the bushes.
Mable waited as Marjory passed the lobby and entered the kitchen
through the swinging door while sniffing the air.

“Do I detect
cinnamon and cloves? It smells heavenly in here.”

“Just some
potpourri on the stove and snickerdoodles in the oven,” Mable said,
turning and handing her one from the first batch cooling on the
counter. The cookie was still warm.

“Why’d you take
the sign down? We’re trying to sell the place, you know.” She
gestured to the metal ‘For Sale’ sign Marjory had brought
in.

“I’ll have you
know I rescued it out of the bushes. There’s no way anyone could
see it there. Must’ve fallen.” Marjory settled onto a stool and
savored a bite of the cookie with a satisfied, “Mmm.”

“That’s the third
time,” Mable said, exasperated. “The wind keeps knocking it off.
And look how rusty it is, like it’s been hanging there for years,
not just a few months.”

“Well, that’s the
sea air and fog for you. Everything rusts this close to the shore,”
Marjory said, knowingly.

“That is
something Kevin and I will not miss. Maintenance. Our new condo has
it all taken care of and the best part is, we can just lock it up
and go whenever, and wherever, we choose.”

“Where do you
plan to travel first?” Marjory asked, catching Mable
off-guard.

“I hadn’t thought
about specific destinations, yet, only that we could travel. If we
choose, I mean.” Why do I sound so unsure
of myself? This is what we want. “A road
trip, I think. We’ve seen very little of the United States. I think
I want to visit the Grand Canyon.” We can
always take in the view from the rim, even if we can’t hike down to
the bottom.

“The Grand Canyon
is incredible, so much better than the photos. That’s a wonderful
choice,” Marjory gushed. Mable stirred cream and sugar into a mug
of coffee before handing it to Marjory along with a second
snickerdoodle.

“Oh, I really
shouldn’t,” Marjory said while accepting the cookie, “but I will.
Can you teach me how to make them before you leave?”

“Sure. Let’s make
a second batch now. You can put them out for your afternoon wine
tasting.”

“If I don’t eat
them all before, that is,” Marjory laughed. Marjory, a savvy
business woman in her late thirties, was the owner of Gracious
Grapes, a wine tasting room in the village that curated and sold
wines produced from local vineyards. Her business was in its third
year and attracted visitors from Brookhaven and other nearby
locales, as well as the residents of Silvermist Point. Her custom
gift baskets paired locally produced wines with specialty cheeses
and other goodies and she sold them both in the store and on-line.
They’d also been available for purchase at the inn.

Sleepy Silvermist Point had
evolved since Mable and Kevin bought the Snowy Plover, but it
remained a quaint village and more of a stopping off point between
Brookhaven and the more well-known destination of Big Sur, farther
north. For many travelers it was a pause for gas on the way to
somewhere else. Though the shop owners sometimes wished for a
larger customer base, there were enough patrons to stay in business
and no one, if pressed, would say they wanted expansion. As it was,
there were strict building limitations in the village. California
was in a perpetual drought. This was the official reason very few
permits were issued to build, and also that the coastline was a
sensitive and protected habitat for certain species including the
Snowy Plover. The homes were far apart and ranged from tiny rustic
cabins to huge custom vacation homes with the population remaining
steady through the years.


Chapter Two

 


Past: December
22 (38 years ago)

Maxine

 


 


Something felt
different this time. First off, it was strange for Maxine Egan to
be anywhere except with her parents this close to Christmas.
Usually the annual winter trip to Snowy Plover Inn with her best
friend, Charlene ‘Char’ Thomas, took place the day
after Christmas and
lasted till January 2nd. But her mom had gone to
Boston to visit Max’s grandmother and when Grandma’s health took a
turn for the worse, Max’s father had flown out to join her mom,
leaving Max behind when she’d pitched a proper fit, insisting she
could not miss the winter pageant at her school. She was the chief
organizer and announcer of the winter program and it was too late
to train another. Max firmly believed no one else could do it
right.

With the show over and her
parents still not back, the Thomases took the girls to Silvermist
Point early. The inn had their usual rooms available, and if Max’s
parents returned on time, they could join them there for Christmas,
or pick up Max and take her back afterward to celebrate the new
year with Char. The girls were thrilled with the plan. This year,
especially, school had gotten in the way and they’d hardly seen
each other since summer.

They chatted with Char’s
parents on the ride, but Max knew she and Char were saving the
important, private conversation for when they were alone and could
speak freely. As Max caught sight of the inn, she felt an
overwhelming sense of contentment. Her whole body relaxed. It was
always like this. For reasons she couldn’t explain, it was the
place where she felt most herself. If she dreamed of the perfect
atmosphere, this was it. Whenever she was anxious in her day-to-day
life and needed calm, she pictured herself here in this little
slice of coastline with all its comforting sights, sounds, and
smells.

When they came up the
driveway, passing the rural mailbox wrapped in thick red ribbon and
tied with a huge bow, and the car was parked in the gravel lot, the
girls grabbed their bags from the trunk and took the front steps to
the reception area where the smell of pine and cinnamon greeted
them. A small Christmas tree stood in the reception area and red,
green and silver balls hung from the double doorway leading to the
living room.

“It’s lovely to
see you girls,” Mrs. Evans said warmly. “Your room’s ready and
waiting for you,” and she handed Char the key. They continued
through the living room with its over-the-top decorations including
a nine-foot-tall Christmas tree and entered the outside courtyard.
Their room was last on the left, and like all the exterior doors,
it had a fresh evergreen wreath hanging on it, right in the middle.
Inside, Max saw thick flannel plaid duvet comforters on each twin
bed. Their bathroom had fluffy red and












































































cover.jpg





